78             THE   TIME  OF   MY  LIFE
ask no questions; if anything came up concerning me I would
learn about it in good time.
Late next afternoon the Escobar's engines were slowed to half
speed, then stopped. The misty shoreline of New Jersey rested
lightly on the western horizon behind black shadows reaching out
to overtake us. A small fishing boat wallowing in the trough of
the sea raised a white flag as we approached; in a moment we
had lowered a ladder, taken three men dressed as fishermen
aboard, with several pieces of luggage. The captain rang full speed
ahead. Darkness and more mystery settled over the ship.
Next day the secret began leaking. I heard a rumour that our
latest passengers were exiled officers in the Cuban army; that the
men taken aboard in New York before we sailed were also
Cubans, en route to join the rebel forces in revolt against Spain.
This was serious business. We had no licence to carry passengers,
and, furthermore, we were aiding a revolution. If caught, the
ship would be tied up and all of us might land in jail.
Here indeed was adventure of a kind I had often dreamed but
never hoped to realize. I was to have some part, however small,
in a cause I had followed with deepest concern. Almost bursting
with curiosity, I asked Scotty for more particulars.
He eyed me coldly while tucking some snuff inside his lower
lip. "Who'n hell's been feedin' you all that crap?" he demanded.
"Oh, one of the firemen."
"Well, he'd better keep his mouth shut an* so'd you. Or mebby
you'd better ask the skipper. He'll tell you."
The third night out of New York we slipped quietly into a dark,
narrow lagoon below Savannah, felt our way slowly to a deserted
wharf, picked up seven flat-bottomed dories, then stood straight
out to sea.
Not until we had rounded the Bahamas with nothing in sight
but a few naked rocks and sandy keys was the secret folly disclosed.
As everyone, apparently, but I had known all along, in addition
to the machinery for Boca Del Toro, there were tons ,of arms,
ammunition, dynamite and medical supplies in the Escobar*s hold
for the Cuban revolutionists. This had been taken aboard at
Bridgeport a few days before we sailed. The dories were to be
used in landing them under direction of General Nunez, one of
our mysterious passengers.
Nunez, chief purchasing and distributing agent for the revolu-
tionist^ was an important personage, and Spain had offered a